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Home Again 
By Fred Sawyer, '40 
AUGUST 14 
I'm going home! Home—to civilization—ice cream, rugs, 
radios, and automobiles, to sidewalks, to movies, and most of 
all, to my family and Jean! Will she be the same? 
I'm glad I don't have to go all the way to the States on a 
mule. My anxiety far exceeds my patience. But Lila has done 
remarkably well to carry me here in three days. After spend-
ing a year and a half in the interior, I look upon this mining 
camp as a tiny bit of the United States transplanted here in the 
mountains of Honduras. It is a teasing taste of what awaits me 
out across the Caribbean. 
To the McNichols' for dinner. Had my first ice cream in 
nearly two years. It was home-made, chocolate, and delicious. 
Ambrosia! How thoroughly enjoyable it was to spend an even-
ing in a nearly American home with rugs, upholstered furni-
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ture, and wall paper. Hearing a small child speaking English 
startled me at first. It seemed impossible. 
Three miserable nights on the road, nights of constant flea-
bite scratching in a hammock, hadn't given me much rest. 
To bed early—a real bed, too, with clean, cool sheets and an 
American mattress. Tomorrow I shall be on my way to the 
coast. 
AUGUST 15 AND 16 
Awakened early by a mozo with a wire from Puerto Cortes. 
Pobrecito mio! The boat to Galveston on which I had a reser-
vation had been canceled. Spent a busy morning with the 
telegraph operator trying to get another passage. Each request 
was answered with "All reservations booked through Septem-
ber." Why in the world should tourists want to come to such 
a country as this anyway? The agency radioed ships and ports 
everywhere. I just had to get back to the States in time for 
school. Finally we learned from the Boston office that, because 
a United Fruit ship had dropped a passenger in Panama, I 
might secure passage to Charleston, S. C , if I could reach the 
port of Tala by the next morning. "Whoops!" I thought, "I will 
get that boat." 
Mr. Matheson, the mine manager, lent me Lolita, his fastest 
mule. After six hours of hard riding over rocky, tortuous 
trails, I was in the capital. I didn't pause to inquire if that was 
a record, but it must have been. At least my sore body vouched 
for it. In less than an hour I was in a plane and flying over jag-
ged mountains and deep green, steaming jungles. Yes, it was 
romantic, but I had had enough. More than anything else I 
wanted to get that boat. Ah, there it was ahead in the bay—the 
Turrialba, glistening white against the emerald green of the 
sea. I sent my baggage directly to the wharf and ran to the 
steamship ticket office. "There has been some mistake," the 
agent explained, "for the Turrialba is filled to capacity." My 
protests and pleading meant nothing. I found the captain. "If 
I took another man aboard, I'd be fined and fired. Our license 
will not permit it." What could I do next? There was a small 
sloop lying at anchor nearby. I was told that it sometimes 
made trips to Tampa, "con contrabando". In the bar room of 
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the Hotel Cosenza I found its skipper. Again I pleaded, but 
because of some recent squalls, he refused even to attempt the 
trip in the small craft for at least two weeks. "No, no, no," he 
said, "seria pura tonteria "....Too tired to continue, I engaged a 
room. There I was, flopped on a rusty iron bed in what in a 
typical tropical port town is called a hotel, stranded. 
AUGUST 21 
Still no hope. For nearly a week I have hounded the agency 
for a passage to the States. And it is costing me three dollars 
a day to stay in this dump. Spent the afternoon under a palm 
on the shore, watching the waves, waves that perhaps had 
washed upon American shores. I envied their freedom. Stopped 
again at the agency. Carramba! A passage at last. Made 
arrangements to sail on the Metapan for New Orleans on the 
twenty-fifth. My rusty iron bed didn't seem so bad after all. 
AUGUST 25 
Got up in the midst of a glorious tropical dawn. There lay 
the Metapan like a huge white bird waiting to carry me away. 
Hurriedly made the proper arrangements with the port, police, 
and customs authorities. They were truly comic-opera officials. 
Ticket and passport in hand, I boarded the boat. Cabin 5, the 
ticket said, and so I went to it immediately. Found it filled. 
Strange, but surely there was some mistake. Certainly there 
seemed to be no doubt about my reservation this time. To 
see the purser. Again those crushing words, "The boat is 
filled." "But I have here my ticket with a definite cabin reser-
vation," I protested. "What kind of a company is this anyway?" 
We went ashore to find the agent who sold me the ticket. We 
did find him, but he was still too drunk to talk sensibly. There 
had been a wedding celebration the night before. It was finally 
arranged that I should share with a fat man and two trunks a 
tiny, matchbox cabin made from a square foot or so of extra 
space which the boat architect thought too little for a clothes 
closet. But it would be just for one night, the purser assured 
me; a passenger would be dropped the next day at Puerto 
Barrios, Guatemala . . . I was happy. It was no foolm' this 
time. We had put out to sea. 
May, 1937 5 
White ladies, American food, handies, knock-knock, swing 
music, bath tubs, radios, Esquire—this was a floating America. 
Didn't feel a part of it at first, but by evening I had nearly for-
gotten the fleas, saddle sores, rice and beans, the fever, and 
those endless, lonely nights. 
Won the lower berth from my fat friend by the flip of a coin, 
an American coin! He talked on and on, boasting of Governor 
Landon's campaign, supporting the Supreme Court's AAA de-
cision, lamenting Roosevelt's unrestricted spending. America! 
The Curlers 
By Grace Eby, '39 
TT seems an unfair, cruel fate 
To be a girl whose hair is straight— 
Restless, to lie upon my bed 
With metal curlers on my head. 
And in this wretched wakefulness 
The martyr's memory adds distress. 
My swimming class will meet at eight. 
Oh, wrongful, unfair, cruel fate! 
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